Petherbridge, but yet 'getting on in years'. Moxhay, I cannot
tell why, was always dressed in white corduroy, on which any
stain of Devonshire scarlet mud was painfully conspicuous;
when he was smartened up, his appearance suggested that
somebody had given him a coating of that rich Western white-
wash which looks like Devonshire cream. His locks were long
and sparse, and as deadly black as his clothes were white. He
was a modest, gentle man, with a wife even more meek and
gracious than himself. They never, to my recollection, spoke
unless they were spoken to, and their melancholy impassiveness
used to vex my Father, who once, referring to the Moxhays,
described them, sententiously but justly, as being 'laborious,
but it would be an exaggeration to say happy, Christians'.
Indeed, my memory pictures almost all the 'saints' of that early
time as sad and humble souls, lacking vitality, yet not com-
plaining of anything definite. A quite surprising number of
them, it is true, male and female, suffered from different forms
of consumption, so that the Room rang in winter evenings
with a discord of hacking coughs. But it seems to me that,
when I was quite young, half the inhabitants of our rural
district were affected with phthisis.2 No doubt, our peculiar
religious community was more likely to attract the feeble
members of a population, than to tempt the flush and the fair.
Miss Marks, patient pilgrim that she was, accepted this quaint
society without a murmur, although I do not think it was
much to her taste. But in a very short time it was sweetened to
her by the formation of a devoted and romantic friendship for
one of the 'sisters', who was, indeed, if my childish recollection
does not fail me, a very charming person. The consequence of
this enthusiastic alliance was that I was carried into the bosom
of the family to which Miss Marks' new friend belonged, and
of these exceDent people I must give what picture I can. Almost
opposite the Room, therefore at the far end of the village,
across one of the rare small gardens (in which this first winter I
discovered with rapture the magenta stars of a new flower,
hepatica) - a shop-window displayed a thin row of plates and
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